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UNCLE SAM TO SERGEANT-AT-ARMS LEEDOM. 
“Bring C. P. Huntington before the House. I want this thing investigated.” 
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CORRESPONDENTS. 


EP" CORRESPONDENTS WILL PLEASE TAKE NOTICE THAT THEY 





plebeian street or mere city which sur- | 


| rounds them. 





Certainly they are a great convenience, 
and their numbers and diversity, both of lo- 
cation and adornment, render them avail- 
able as homes for every grade of income. 
The poor man can get his poor flat in a poor 
neighborhood—perhaps it will then be called 
a tenement, bat what’s in a name—or the 
rich man can pay the rent of a fashionable 
mansion for his section of a floor. The 
flat forms the connecting link between the 


| domestic life of which we in New York have 
so little, and the hotel life of which we have | 
And the flat, or apartment house, | 
adjective | 


so much. 
thongh we may prefix the 
‘French ” is every day becoming more and 
more a typical American institution. 


OUR CANDIDATES. 


A DELICATE subject—decidedly a delicate | 


IIere we have them, a number of 
men, all with aspirations, some with ideas, and 


subject. 


every one more or less firmly convinced that 


| the country can best be served by himself, and 
| that the place in which he can best serve it 


| isthe White House at Washington. 


SEND MSS. TO THIS OFFICE AT THEIR OWN RISK. WHERE STAMPS | 


ARE ENCLOSED WE WILL RETURN REJECTED MATTER AS FAR AS POS 
SIBLE, BUT WE DISTINCTLY REPUDIATE ALL RESPONSIBILITY FOR SUCH 
IN EVERY CASE. WHERE A PRICE IS NOT AFFIXED RY THE WRITER, 
CONTRIBUTIONS WILL BE REGARDED AS GRATUITOUS, AND NO SUBSE- 
QUENT CLAIM FOR REMUNERATION WILL BE ENTERTAINED. 


~ ANNOUNCEMENT TO OUR READERS. 


tH" THE JUDGE BEGS TO INFORM HIS READERS AND THE PUBLIC 
GENERALLY, THATIN FUTURE THEY WILL RECEIVE THIS PAPER AT 
THEIR RESIDENCES AND FIND IT ON THE NEWS STANDS ON THE WeD- 
NESDAY OF EACH WEEK, INSTEAD OF ON THE FRIDAY, AS HERETO- 
FORE. 


FRENCH FLATS. 


WE have a great many foreign names for 
articles of daily use in the United States, 
which fact does not so much go to show the 
poverty of our language as it does to evi- 
dence the respect we feel to our old country 


| doubt Blaine has his. 


Doubt- 
less there is some good in all of them. 
Probably Logan has his good points, and no 
General Butler's are 
indisputable, and that is why General Butler 
never feels inclined to dispute them. How 
far the voice of the country at large, piped 
forth by political rings at nomination, or 
thundered forth by the people at the polls 
on election day, may be in accord with the 


| sentiments of these aspiring gentlemen, re- 


mains to be seen. 


be, but the country will go along just the 


| same—at least, it always has, hitherto. 


There will be a great many questions dis- 


| cussed, but we do not look to see many set- 


tled. Tariff reform will be much talked 


| about, but it is almost utopian to hope that 


friends, and our disposition to give credit | 


where credit is due. In this matter of our 
apartment houses, for instance, which so 
many people call French Flats. 
nothing French about them, but the name. 
They are constructed on the original idea 
that rules the apartment houses in Paris, 
but that idea has been sublimated and im- 


any radical reform will result; and there | 


will be a good deal of hard feeling and hard 


swearing, and hard voting, and somebody 


There is | 


will be president, and somebody else will be 
vice-president, and there will be a great 
many bonfires, and illuminations and torch- 


| light processions, and a great deal of prin- 


proved upon by Yankee ingenuity till it has | 


become almost original, and the end is not 


yet. Look at one of our apartment houses | 


of the present—a little city in itself, housing 
under itsample roof more people than many 
a country town; ornamented by the art of 
the architect, fitted with every modern im- 
provement—the harvest field of the plumber 
and the empire of the janitor. Before long 
we may expect to be supplied with rapid 


ter’s ink spilled, and possibly a little blood, 
and certainly a great deal of beer and wine 
and spirits. In short, there will be a presi- 
dental election, and that is all that, at the 
present writing, any one can feel reasonably 
sure of. 


THE HUNTINGTON LETTERS. 


“WHEN a woman says she will, she will, 
depend on’t; and when she says she won’t, 


| she won’t, and there’s an end on’t.” 


transit between the more distant apart- | 


ments—elevators we have already in pro- 


It is probable that Mr. C. P. Huntington, 
the Pacific Railroad king, has by this time 


, , | made up his mind that there is some truth 
fusion—and every adjunct that will make } 


the citizens of the Flat independent of the | Mr. 


in this adage. On the death of Mr. Colton, 


Huntington’s congressional manipulator, 


Some of them must be | 
disappointed; it is very possible that all may | 





Mrs. Colton required certain settlements at 
the railroad king’s hands, and they not 
being forthcoming she proceeded to publish 
the Pacific magnate’s letters to her late hus- 
band, and very racy reading they make. It 


| seems that Mr. Huntington used to issue 


orders to Mr. Colton for the purchase of 
Congressmen, very much as a mercantile 
firm transmits its orders to its confidential 
buyer; there is no mincing of matters in Mr. 
Huntington’s correspondence; there is an 
article he wishes to acquire, and he states 
his price uublushingly; it is a pure matter 
of business. Under date of January 16th, 
1876, he writes: 

In view of the many things we have now before 


Congress, and also in this sinking fund which we 
wish to establish, in which we propose to put all 


| the company’s lands in Utah and Nevada, it is very 
| important that Carr's friends in Washington should 


be with us, and if that could be brought about by 


| paying Carr say $10,000 to $20,000 a year, I think 
| we could afford to do it, but of course not until he 


has controlled his friends. 

This is a specimen, but there are dozens 
of others. 
land at his own price, and desires his 
manipulator to have the newspapers take 
the ground that this land ought to be taken 
by the Government and held for the people. 


He desires to get rid of some 


The demagogues can then work and vote 
for it. 
the correspondence contains even worse. 
On the whole, Tne JupGE is inclined to 
the opinion that a man who goes extensively 
into the business of purchasing congresses 
should never have learned to write; or if his 
education has been pushed to that dangerous 


All this is damaging enough, but 


accomplishment, that he should at least take 
pains to render himself solid with his corres- 
pondent’s widow. 


The Plancus Ring of the Greenback 
Party. 


Tue Morning Journal says that ‘‘ General 


| Butler will put the ‘presses’ to work and 


make a millionaire of every voter the first 


| Christmas he spends in the White House.” 


Nymphia, who knows the ‘‘ true inward- 
ness” of the General, says, “‘if he don’t 
make millionaires of all the good and honest 
citizens who vote for him when he becomes 


| President, he will put them in the way of 


earning millions for themselves, and it will 
be an honest and honorable employment— 
with no tannery connections.” 

He will help the citizens individually and 
collectively. Anyone who doubts his ability 
to rule the country wisely and well, and to 
decide all questions of finance according to 
the best interest of the whole community, 
should compare his views on the reduction 
of the tariff with those of Blaine. 

Read the speech he made at the ‘‘ Chamber 
of Commerce dinner” a few days ago, “ it 
will give you something worth thinking 
about;” and if his ideas are followed and 
carried out, it will be a grand thing for 
commerce. Nymphia has read it till she 
knows it by heart, dear girl. She says ‘it 
will bring him the votes of every man in the 
country engaged in commercial pursuits,” 
and she is no doubt right in her convictions. 

The General is a laboring man himself, 
therefore it is but natural that working men 
and ‘‘ Labor Leagues” turn to him as a 
friend who will do justice to their cause. 















































Already is there a ‘‘ National-Greenback- 
Labor” party organized, and people are 
flocking to them to enroll themselves in the 
list, and march under the Butler banner. 

If the General is bald-headed, he takes 
time by the forelock; keeps an eve out, and, 


in his own fascinating and inevitable man- | 


ner, lures every wavering party to his side. 

Massachusetts Republicans needn’t 
hilarious over the thought that Butler was 
defeated, for it places him a round higher 
on the ladder to the White House than if he 
had been successful. He wants all his time, 
and can now give his whole attention to 
canvassing for the Presidency; whereas, had 
he been Governor this year, it would have 
taken so mnch of his valuable time to expose 
crime, and break up fraud and corruption, 
that he would probably have lost the golden 
opportunity of becoming chief Magistrate of 
the nation. 

Besides, Massachusetts is not what 
in the good old days of the Adamses. 
State was once pretty proud of the intellect 
that centered there, but its glory has de- 
parted. Boston is no longer the ‘* literary 
hub” around which the universe revolves. 
Authors who made the state famous have 
died or moved away, some even accepting 
honors and positions in foreign lands. 

Many visitors of note now choose New 
York as a market for literary wares. Even 
Nymphia, in her short literary career, ffnds 
it the best. 

Knowing all this, the General has made 
up his mind that Boston is fast becoming a 
third rate city which it is well for him to be 
out of, and he considers his defeat a bless- 
ing in disguise. One week more, and he will 
shake the dust from his feet and turn his 
back on the city: he will soon hold sway 
in a higher and more honored position than 
any the little State has to bestow. 


it was 





Stars on the Ice. 
A GENTLE youth on Annie gazed, 
With oh! such tender eyes. 
She paused a moment on her skates 
And spoke, with some surprise. 


**Oh! tell me why, my gentle youth, 
Why do you gaze on me?” 

‘*Because,” he said, ‘‘ You are the star 
That rules my destiny.” 


But Annie, sore perplexed, replied 
‘* That cannot sure be so. 

It seems to me you make a star 
No matter where you go.” 


He strode away upon his skates 
With air as brave as Mars. 

Then tumbled flat upon his back, 
Exclaiming, ‘‘ Oh! my stars.” 


inklinations in print. 


Wuo discovered the Caramal Cave? <A 
dentist who filled the girl’s teeth. 


Tue ladder of Fame to some literary as- 
pirants is as easy of ascension as the climb- 
ing of a greasy pole. 

**T wouLp like to get this young man on 
the stage,” said Mrs. de Splurge, presenting 
her son to a theatrical manager, wearied of 
applicants for histrionic honors. 

‘** Very sorry, madam, but the stage’s just 
gone by; however, there’s a horse car com- 
ing around the corner, and you can put the 
lad on it presently.” 


be | 


The | 





} ° 
| some went up into the hundreds. 


OVER 


MOTHER (to son who has cut his hand) 


Oscar and Ma-ma. 

TREMBLE, ye editors. Tre-m-ble and 
quake. Get down on your knees and pray 
that your doom may be averted. She is on 
the war path, and she is Wilde! 

When you read the report that came flying 
through the sea, unwashed of its bloody 
purpose, that Lady Wi'de wanted to kill one 
of you, to make herself happy, you smiled, 
little thinking that while she was very dis- 
tant there are those around you (their num- 
bers are like Billie’s dollars) who sigh for 
the blood of an ‘‘American editor.” 

Have you forgotten the host of ‘* Rejected 
and Declined?” If you have, we have not 
forgotten you, and we have determined to 
assist the old lady in her great desire. 
shall be revenged. 

All the writers of rejected articles held a 
meeting on Christmas day, to decide which 
editor should be given to satisfy Lady Wilde’s 
wrath. The sentiment of the meeting was 


Oscar 


| that an American editor must go, but which 


AN editor frequently betrays his erratic = what stalled the meeting. 


The meek- 
est member there wanted six destroyed, and 
* Seeing 
that no conclusion could be reached, we de- 
termined to send the following poetry, as a 


| trap, and the editor who refuses it, dies like 








an old maid: 


The mother of Oscar Wilde 
Wants to avenge her child, 
By shedding the crimson gore 
Of an American editor 


Slip up on the ice and fall! 


Dress Hosker in long clothes, 

Brush the wrinkles out of his nose, 
And with him march to the fore, 

We, dear lady, will punish the editor. 


Slip up on the ice and fall! 








IN JERSEY. 


“ Now, George. 


y 


ra) . , 
be careful and stay an the howse 


till your hand aets bette r, or youll be arrested on SUSPICLON of murder.” 


Dear Os sweetest, don’t be sad, 

It makes us feel] Vera” bad 

To see ma-ma make ich a fu 

Leave the aveng weetthing, to us, 


Slip up on the ic 





Don’t Marry for Love. 


IN choosing a wife, look 


And drive (he 


sharp to 


the end, 


vou Can, 


vest bargail 


And ease and contentment will surely attend, 
The one who shall follow this plan 

Jeware of sly Cupid, that slippery cuss 
Don’t let him your heartstrit ecure, 

He'll tangle you up in a terrible muss 
Then skip away out the ck door 


Fat living this Cupid can never scare up, 
And that is what we all most desire. 

And love without soup makes mighty poor sup, 
Of which in short order we tire 

And Cupid loves childrei the world o’er— 
His favorite gift to his tools 

He'll leave you a dozen, perhaps many more 
And you'll think you are happy, poor fools. 


And when he has got you right under his thumb, 


With nary a dime for a boost, 
He'll skip as we said, and will leave his dear chum, 
Sir Poverty, boss of the roost 
WARD, N. FULLER 
THouGH the ‘play people”? may not assemble in 


crowds 
Where the self-righteous mex 
Yet, whenever the voi 


t ‘neath the 


e of humanity calls, 


steeple; 


They become a most zealous work people. 


THE English language is fast becoming 
the English slanguage. 


A poor attorney is called “No One” by 
his charitable friends, because ignorance of 


| the law excuses no one. 



































































Ballade of Pork and Beans. 


Let others prate of foaming beer 
With Frankforter and Schweitzer too; 
Or growing sadder drop a tear 
In musing on an Irish stew; 
Let others tell the feasts they knew 
When turtle steamed in huge tureens, 
I care not, though all men pooh pooh, 
I sing in praise of pork and beans. 


At Gallic mysteries I sneer, 
Soups, entrees, rotis, or ragout; 
I deem the pate strangely queer, 
I scorn the gaudy-clad menu; 
One dish alone I hold as true, 
That scorns all garnishment of greens, 
Or name in mongrel parlez vous, 


I sing in praise of pork and beans. 


Life does not seem so empty here, 
When one has had a dish or two 
Nor honesty a thin veneer, 
With its simplicity in view 
Alas! free lunches grow more few; 
Not always hath the bard the means, 
Nor may for tick the waiters woo— 
I sing in praise of pork and beans 
ENvoy 
Boston —let others sing of you, 
The haunt of culture’s kings and queens, 
For have I not enough to do? 
I sing in praise of pork and beans. 


SYDNEY HERBERT PIERSON 


Mr. Spilkins Sees the Old Year Out, 


AND GETS ‘“‘ SLIGHTLY ELEVATED.” 


Mr. SPILKINS received an invitation to 


make one of a little party of ‘“choice spirits 


at the house of a friend up town, to see the 
old year out. It was understood, of course, 


that the spirits would be more or less choice, 
and that the transit of old Father Time | !0V 
(hic) repulsive beast and a (hic) disgusting 


across the boundary line between the old and 
new year should be viewed through the me- 
dium of a glass—several of them in fact— 
but Mr. S., to his wife’s admonitions to re- 
member his lamentable weakness upon occa- 


sions of this kind, had replied that it was | “ 


only to see the old year out; only that and 
nothing else; and that he could nofé see it as 
well at home, as she suggested, because his 
friend lived near the country, and the open 
fields about his house would afford a much 
better view. 

** Yes, there’s something in that,” replied 
his wife, *‘ but remember, Mr. Spilkins, dear, 
not a single glass. You will not forget, 
love.” 


**Sobriety’s the word; give us a kiss to | 


seal the pledge, ducky,” responded Mr. S.. 


affectionately, as he went forth brimful of | 


good resolutions, 

Mrs. Spilkins, as usual on such occasions, 
sat up for her husband. At about 2 o’clock 
a. m., certain ominous sounds broke the 
silence of the ** stilly night.” The shuffling 
of feet over the front door steps was followed 
by the noise of a dead-latch key in its futile 
efforts to find the hole in the lock, and, a 
few moments after, this was succeeded by 
the sound of the door being suddenly burst 
open, and a heavy fall upon the entry floor. 


Mrs. Spilkins did not rush violently to the | 


head of the stairs and pour forth a torrent 


Sar ene alle alle 
of indiscriminate abuse upon the head of her 
guilty spouse; no, she walked there with 


a stately step and an air of majestic 
dignity that would have set becomingly 
on the brow of Mrs. Siddons as the tragic 
muse, and, on viewing the prostrate form 
of Mr. 8., she merely remarked, in tones 


ae RN 











THE JUDGE. 


No. 1. APPEARANCES ARE DECEITFUL. 








—. 


ie 


a - 


Ist TRAVELING GENT TO 2D DITTO “We're in luck! (Coast is clear—sure to catch some- 
thing there!” 
s 


lof calm and frigid severity, ‘‘ Spilkins, 
| you repulsive beast, you disgusting brute, 
| you miserable object—you—you—” but the 


effort was too much for her. Her weak, 
feminine nature asserted itself: her sense of 
outraged affections overcome her, and she 
burst into tears. 

“Call me (hic) pet names,” murmured 
Mr. Spilkins, sitting up and looking bewil- 
deredly about him. ‘* Queer, isn’t it? Only 
(hie) this evening I was Mr. Spilkins, and 
love and dear, and now I’m Spilkins, and 


brute. That old fellow Ovid’s Metamorpho- 


| ses isn’t nothin’ to it. But it’s (hic) all rv’ 


dear,” continued Mr. S,, with a smile of 
sweet benignity and forgiveness on his face, 
only heen (hic) slightly elevated: that’s 
all. Rode home on Metropolitan Railway; 


| he, he, he! But mum’s the word, old lady— 
| Jules Mumm; he. he, he! (hic). Gimme 


candle; let’s go bed.” 
‘*Go!” exclaimed Mrs. Spilkins, with the 
tone and gesture of Lady Macbeth. She 


| had conquered her momentary weakness, 


and again stood revealed as the living per- 
sonification of an insulted and incensed wife- 
hood. ‘‘Go, you miserable object;” and she 


door above. . 

The ‘‘miserable object” struggled up 
upon his hands and knees, and crawled 
slowly up stairs, muttering in maudlin and 
incoherent tones the words of some love 
ditty (Mr. S. when in this state always be- 
came somewhat amatory and poetical), and 
| upon reaching the upper landing he paused, 
| kissed his hand towards his wife, winked his 
| eye, and bestowed a weak and maudlin smile 
| upon her. while in broken but pathetic tones 
he sweetly murmured— 

Drink to me only with thine eyes, Mrs. Spilkins, 

And I will (hic) pledge with mine, 
| Or leave a kiss but in the (hic) cup, Mrs. Spilkins, 

And I'll not look for wine. 
. * * 
The prettiest toast in (hic) all our town, 

Was charming little Sally Brown 

* * * 

Maid of Athens (hic) e’re we part, 

| Give, oh give me back my (hic) heart. 
* * * 


pointed imperiously towards his chamber | 


Mrs. Spilkins, I drink to thee, 
I pledge thee in (hic) ruby wine 


“And I will pledge you with a broomstick, 
Spilkins,” eried Mrs. S., whose wifely sense 
of ce eorum had become too grossly outraged 
for her to remain silent any longer. She 
disappeared intoa small closet at the head of 
the stairs, and a moment after emerged 
therefrom with the aforesaid article of do- 
mestic use clutched firmly in her hand. 

Mr. Spilkins was not quite so far gone in 
his cups as not to have a painful sense, from 
former experience, of the full meaning of 
this dire threat, anc the ** miserable obj et ” 
made most frantic and  pitiable efforts to 
reach his chamber door and lock himself in. 
But he was toc late. His irate spouse was 
close behind him. They entered the room 


| together, the door was banged to, and Mrs. 


S. immediately proceeded to—but with a 
becoming sense of the impropriety of expos- 
ing to the public gaze the skeletons which 
are supposed to lie hid in the closets of do- 
mestic establishme hts, we forbear to disclose 
the painful little scene of conjugal infelicity 
which followed. TWF 


Mrs. Squizzle’s Journal. 


WELL, the elevated company have come 
down handsomely for the damage done Sally 
Mari, and she’s on her feet again. , 

We didn’t have to go through even the 
formula of a lawsuit. They came to our 
room and saw for themselves how the poor 
child had fallen away. Then they brought 
a doctor of their own to examine her and see 
if she really was as badly hurt as she pre- 
tended. They found there was no humbug 
in the matter. The way the poor child 
screeched was enough to lift the roof from 
the house every time they attempted to move 
her right arm. It was all discolored, too, 
and crooked where the bone that was broken 
had been set. I called their attention to it, 
and they allowed it was rather a bad job 
generally. I didn’t feel called upon to ex- 
plain that the spots were ink marks, and the 

| arm—broken four years ago by falling off a 
| load of hay—was set crooked by a country 























And they canaght at. 


doctor who hadn’t got into practice. 
had brought th 


Xp rt and 


They 


I made 


up my mind if they foun 1 out that it wasn’t 
afresh break they would do it by their learn- 
ing, not mine. 

Ler suffering increased to an alarming 
extent while they were in the room, and the 
doctor asked her where the principal pain 
seemed to be. 

‘In my right leg,” said she, in a faint 
voice, 

‘Iler prospects are ruined, as far as a 
matrimonial alliance is concerned; she'll 
have to go on crutches the remainder of her 
life , or lie in bed,” said I. 

‘Oh, it’s fashionable to limp,” said one 
of * ‘the Princes Alexandra of England 
has 3 a most delightful gait.” 

‘i don’t know anything about your gates 
or fences either,” says I, “ but I do know it 
wont be a very nice thing for a president’s 
wife to go.limping around the White House.” 

“Ts your daughter engaged to our excel- 
lent President?” he asked. 

‘Oh no, not engaged; she wisely took 
time to consider; and now that she hears an 
American girl is engaged to a duke, nothing 
but a duke will do for her. Um afraid she 
wont even iook at Arthur if she gets able to 
go abroad.” 

The committee now went off in ohe corner 
of the room and consulted awhile; then thev 
came back and told Sally Mari that ‘they'd 
give her five thousand in eash to settle it 
not that they ought to pay any such sum, 
but they did n't want the trouble of a lawsuit 
just then.” 

‘I don’t think five thousand enough.” 
said Sally Mari. 


‘How much do you want?” said the lead- 
ing man. , 

*‘ Your whole road isn’t worth what vou’ve 
made me suffer,” said she, * but money can’t 
pay for pain. Ill take eight thousand and 
call it square. . 

That is exhorbitant,” said he. 

‘*T noticed in the papers that one of your 
elevated companies had to pay thirty- five 
thousand in a suit for damages, and I’ve got 
the same lawyer engaged that tried that 
case,” said I. ~ 


That was a clincher. 





They paid down the eight thousand, but 


made Sally Mari and I both sign papers of 
release from all further damages. Sally Mari 
had to make her mark with her left hand, 


as her right hand was powerless from the 
hurt, and as this was done they de- 
parted, 

Sally Mari kept up her groans and 
till the door 
savs I, 


s soon 


howls 
then, 


outside closed on “em: 


this time, 
nearly crazy Bg 


pose 


but let up on it now for ’'m 


She quieted at once, and then began 
calculating what it was best to do with our 
fortune. 

Sally Mari said ** the first thing for her to 


irchase suitable 
and make her appearance in 
ety. Then, the 
she would take a trip to Europe. 
Says [, if you ‘ll listen to me [ll tell you 
wh it will be the most sensible way of doing.” 
*Go on,” 


do was to pr paraphernalia 
New Y ork soci- 
Was over, 


as soon dus season 


Says she. 

‘If I were in your place,” says I, 
back to Gobbletown., buy sd juire 
farm and marry Sam Slope r. You'd be well 
settled then, for Sam has got a pretty good 
farm joining the Hardknock’s place, and 
plenty of money to furnish up the house and 
buy an elegant turnout.” 

Sally Mari hopped out of bed quicker than 
scat, and says she ‘tas for the Hardknock’s 
place, I don’t want it; I shall get hard 
knocks enough without it. I reckon: and 
Sam Sloper I wouldn’t marry if he was the 
last man in creation.” 


‘Vd go 


‘You didn’t think so once,” says L. 

‘No, that’s true,” says she; ‘* but, if I 
recollect right, he once turned up hig nose 
aut me, and went chasing up that Peggy 
Sykes; now he can have her and welcome.” 


‘He'll leave Peggy Sykes quick enough if 
he thinks there’s any show for him with you, 
[ll guarantee,” says I; but Sally Mari was 
not only up on her feet but ‘up on her ear.’ 

Just at that minute there came a terrific 
rap on the door. I hustled the creenbacks 
into the drawer, and Sally Mari sprang back 
into bed, and was taken with a severe pain 
in her broken arm which ‘verte till the vis- 
itor departed. 








The Naked Drama. 

THE drama called ‘‘ legitimate” 
Might suit a prudish age 

When blushing was not out of date, 
And nakedness the rage; 

But now in Nature’s simple garb 
Our Thespian nymphs appear, 


And, waving handkerchiefs, 


we rise 
Their lawnless legs to cheer. 
Melpomene is en chemise, 
Thalia’s garments dun 
Are reefed unseemly at the knees, 


' 


Terpsichore has none 
A most transparent, slender fraud, 

A broad burl “que on dre SS, 
That every ni 


vht becomes more broad 


Because its width vets less. 


So be it 
Is then 
Let envious skirts be 


Be “uty unadorned 


adorned the most!” 
henceforth scorned, 


And bareness be our boast 


Here's ‘May each centipedal play 
That's placed the world before 
Bear, with bare legs, the palm away 


From brains forevermore.’ 


The Metamorphosis of Rochefort 
Green. 
IN THREE CHANGES. 


CHANGE I, 


ROCHEFORT. GREEN Was a young man of 


|} meek and moral habits, a regular attendant 


at church and Sunday-school, and possessed 


of undoubted and fervent piety. In fact, 
he was one of the ‘* good young men” we so 
| often read about—those dear, good souls, 


‘my dear, you howled toa good pur- | 


whom the pastor always selects to hand the 
ice-cream and strawberries among the peo- 
ple and lead in the Hallelujah chorus at 
festival time. 

Though Rochefort was by long practice an 
adept at both these duties, and the old peo- 
ple of the church looked upon him as a 
bright and shining gospel light, he somehow 
never became popular among the young peo- 


ple. The girls called him ‘‘softy” and 
‘Mr. Mush,” and bled him for cream and 


oysters for all he was worth, while the young 


| men took him to moral entertainments and 


dosed him with lemonade with a mysterious 


| compound in it, which always brought him 


Hi: aie k’s | 


up with a heavy thump against his door in 
the early morning. The noise invariably 
roused the old folks around, who, on investi- 


| gating the matter through opened windows, 


| young Green 


| sought confidental 


always observed loudly on the goodness of 
in sitting up with the sick 
people of the community, and exhibiting so 
much of the true spirit of christianity. 
Rochefort himself firmly believed on awaken- 
ing mornings that he had been on some such 
errand of mercy, but often wondered why 
he had such frightful headaches and such a 
bad taste in his mouth, on the morrow. 


The one great subject of Rochefort’s 
thoughts, by day and by night, was the 
girls. Girls, And especially pretty girls, 


were his hobby; but it so unfortunately hap- 
pened that there was no girl of his acquaint- 
ance who possessed a simil: ir hobby in refer- 
ence to the young men; or, if the re were 
such, she was careful never to let Rochefort 
know it. 

After years of costly experience, it began 
todawn on Rochefort that his success in the 
tournament of love were by no means on a 
par with those of most young men of his ac- 
quaintance; and after much cogitation he 
advice from a wicked 


















































































WEIGHT 
Mrs | hear 
Mr. 


do you 


T think 
Vou dowt think 
hed; ha! 


GOSPRIGHTLY 
GOSPRIGHTLY 
? Under the 


Sortie 
y, , 
Ha: 
to In- 


This 


“uh 


best fitted 
and wherefore. 


friend whom he thought 
form him of the 
sprig was no ways 
adept in 
follows: 
“© You see, Rochy, 

bit ju ta trifle, you 
with the girls. You 
about things. What 

that looks big and brist 
fierce, and al 
arounh l as if 
remarks 
Squire 


why 
averse to posing 


held 


as 


such matters, and forth as 


a little 
soft 


my boy, you’re 
understand too 
aint 


decided enough 


want is a fellow 
les all over, and talks 
that, you know. Now you go 
you dead—with your 
about parson’s heavenly smile, and 
Davis’ beautiful charity towards 

weary dust-grubbers and highway-shankers, 
and such stuff as tl You must talk 
strong, ll the latest slang, and pass off 

world, like me.” 

girls get, er—a little 
fellow speaks so common. 


they 


r 
j 
i 


we " half 


lat. 
use a 
aman of t 
ee at. er—don’t the 
offended when a 
I di m’t think a 
*Gentl 
such 


as 


leman 
hanged. 


and 


vent - 
The 
don’t you 
think you’re fast, 
Now vou ao as | 
s Guide 
Make it 
and 
along.” 


girls like 
forget it. 
and sorter 
tell you. 
and Book of Slang.’ 
a point to use 
you’ve no idea 


‘man be 
talk, 
It makes them 
roue. See? 

Get * The Lov 


Study it up. 


to hear 


it on 
every how 
you'll get 
~ On 


occasion, 


mature retlection Rochefi rt resolved 
to try this plan, tl as a strict church 
member, he doubted the propriety of using 
strong expressions in his conversation. 

He was employed in 
leading avenue: 
careful study, | 


wuch, 


jewelry store on a 
day, after a week of 
1@ prepared to embark on the 
stormy sea of scientific mashing. There 
entered the store a daughter of one of the 
heavy pillars of the church he attended, and 
who was out in all the beauty and freshness 
of early spring fashion. Rochefort had a 


ind one 


WILL 


ne 


any Oe 





TELL. 
TUL r 


hed. 
foolish enough fo run that risk, 


, 
bhi 


would “Ne 


bowing act but had never 
This was 
‘advanced languidly 
who raised her eyes 
in and 
price of a diamond 
the wretched 
her startled her with: 

llow 


you 


juaintance with her 
presumed to address her. 
golden opportunity. — EH 
towards the young lady, 
ined her 
hout to inquire thre 
the 
animal before 

. An! llow do you do? 
Hew’s the weather suit 
Christabella Philopene?” 

* Sir-r 


and incl head recognition, 
Was a 
set in 


window, when 


you was? 
to-morrow, 


-rr?” demanded the young lady, 
with blazing and in a voice Rochefort 
thought denoted some displeasure. ‘* What 
do you mean, sir, are you crazy?” 

**T suppose you’re out this morning to 
paralyze all the chumps you meet, hey? 
Many mashes?” 

‘I will have you arrested. 
outrageous.” 

That greenhouse on your off shoulder 
must have struck the old man stiff for the 
boodle, eh?” 

‘Heaven save me. I shal! call a police- 
man instantly. You are a scoundrel, sir,” 
and with tear-stained cneeks the belle hur- 
ried from the store, followed by: 

“Ta, ta, little one—clinkety clack, 
clinkety clack,” imitating the sound of her 


brass heels on the marble floor. 


Rochefort thought this attemp. 
shining and began to 
soundness of his friend’s views. 
ever, resolved on one more trial. 


eves, 


his is most 


hardly a 
doubt the 
He how- 


success, 


His next acquaintance to drop in was the 
brother of the particular girl of his heart. 
He nodded to Rochefort, and began examin- 
ing some wedding rings; when, thinking to 


his | 


edge of feminine characteristics, Rochefort 


| struck in: 


mer 


** Say, you crab-faced monk, do you know 
that you’ve got the tightest little box of 
goods at your house I ever see. She's a 
reg’lar pile-driver, and don’t you say no. 

‘* Wha—at? What’s that?” said 
young man, with a puzzled look. 

‘*What’s ther matter with yer. Go ham- 
yourself. This .kind three for a ki- 
valiter. | said that sister of yours takes the 
cake for out and out first chop clinchin’ 
destroyin’, She’s a regular chum, vA 

**Oh; you miserable wreck,” 
young man as he ceased 
mosaiac floor with Rochefort’s spine. 
Cornwallis, is your father’s grave. 


the 


she is. 
panted the 
smoothing the 
‘This, 


Chum, 


is 


. uo” 
IS She: 


| legged tarrier,” 





| 


| to do as I liked 


impress the brother with his improved style, | 
and at the same time to display his knowl- | he sees,” and I made another effort to re- 


‘*Ya-as, you pitcher-mouthed, bench- 
chimed in the policeman, 
while the young lady smiled approvingly in 
the background, ** this you where 
your shirt’s frayed out. Into the county 
| jail for thirty days you go for this,” and 


| they lugged him off. PAUL GELID. 


catches 


Yea, verily, I’ve been Stuck. 


Ah! faith, 
hath thy virtue fled? 
Will days to come 

Be like days dead? 


Shall weakly man 


Punic 


Where 


Abjure his pet cigar? 
And shall he walk— 
Or mount the fleet (‘ 
Shall he 
The pleasure of his club, 
Just for the 
Of reading 
Two hundred dollars? 
Would I had it back: 
Laid 


Of wife's sealskin sacque. 


) street car? 
forego 
sake 


on check stub— 


on the altar 


H. 8. KELLER. 


Extract from Kitty Virtu’s Journai. 
Went to luncheon with papa and mama 
at the Fortescues. Mama did my hair, 
and fixed the fronts so elegant. Ihad them 
in curl papers for a week before. Wore my 
lilac dress, and mama lent me her new 

bustle,” which is just twice as large as my 
own. Papa said I looked like a rag doll, 
or a ** figure of fun.” He had on his new 
boots; they always make him cross, and then 
he says sharp things, for they hurt his corns. 
Mama and | don’t mind, for we know the 
reason. Papa said he would have none of 
my nonsense, and bid me keep all the ‘* pup- 
pies” at a distance. He means young men 
when he Says puppies. When we got to the 
Fortescues I went to the far end of the gar- 
den, where pa could not come, so I was able 
till luncheon. I liked Mr. 
Johns. He said something nice about my 
bright curls rippling in the sunshine, amd 
we went in together; but when we came to 
table pa sat opposite to us. I had to whis- 
per to Mr. Johns that we must be very care- 
ful, for I knew pa was glaring at us, and 
there was no hot meat but stuffed veal, 
which he can’t bear. Just then I felt some- 
thing softly moving on my back, shook my- 
self gently, but there it stayed, and very 
gradually tightened itself round my waist. 
Looked at Mr. Johns _ frowned, and 
shook my head. He said, ‘* What is the 
matter?” WhatafoolI thought the man was, 
and pa was frowning at me and looking like a 
thunder cloud. I thought, ‘‘ He sees; oh! 









































lease myself. It now became very evident 
to me that the man’s arm was round my 
yaist, and, what was worse, that pa saw it. 
What could I do? 
offending hand? No, that would be undig- 
nified. Kick him under the table? He 
only smiled and said, ‘‘ If you love me, tell 
me so; but don’t soil my boots.” I longed 
to cry, to roar, but that would have only 


made matters worse, so I could only sit 
there blushing like a fool till my ears 
tingled—or, as Hood so touchingly de- 


scribes it: 
**T heard such a rushing—I felt such a flushing, 
I knew I was blushing,” 
** As red as a beet.” 

Pa just then bent across the table, and 
said in that ‘‘company voice” of his that 
always means mischief, ‘‘ Kitty, my dear, 
I am afraid you are not well.” 

Oh! pa, pa. Why did you say it? 
you, pa, and [ hate Mr. Johns. 
hadn’t said ‘‘ My dear,” I might have sat 
quiet; but I know ‘‘My dear” means, 
**Kitty Virtu, mind what you’re about; 
you’re going to catch it bye and bye.” I 
felt so mad I cried out, ‘‘ Pa, it’s not my 
fault. I never asked him; he did it himself.” 
And then I turned to that odious Johns and 
said, aloud, as loud, ‘‘ How dare you pre- 
sume, sir, to put your arm round-my waist?” 

**My arm round your waist, ma’am,” he 
said, staring like a fool, “I never did— 
never thought of such a thing.” 

** Don’t tell me sir,” I said in a rage, for 
every one was tittering; so I stood up as 


I hate 
If you 


Stick my fork into the | 








straight as I could, and down rolled that | 


asty little terrier, Toby, that Mrs. For- |... age ‘ 
nasty little terrier, Tob ha Irs. For | Sprightly and sparkling, in converse to shine, 


tescue makes such a pet of. I saw at once 
how it was. ‘The little wretch had crept up 
on my bustle, and I thought—oh! I thought 
it was Mr. John’s arm. I didn’t know if I 
was on my head or my heels, and I heard 


everyone, Johns and all, giggling like nin- | 


nies. And the solemn butler, John, and 
the room and banged the door. And pa 
said, ‘*‘ Don’t be idiotic, Kitty,” as if it was 
not all his fault; and ma said, ‘* Poor child, 
she is overcome, give her some cold water.” 
And Flo Courtney, who is as ugly and as 
stupid and ill-natured as I don’t know who, 
screamed out her laughing louder than any 
one. She wanted to go into lunch with 
Mr. Johns, instead of Colonel Topheavy, 
who has a deaf ear, and was three times 
married. It was disgusting. I will never 
yo to the Fortescues again. I will eut Mr. 
Johns. I will give pa, himself, aslice of my 
mind; and ma may wear her own bustle in 
future; and I will, or 1 would, or I wish I 
could, poison Toby. 

Oh! horror! My brother Jack has found 
my journal book and declares he will send 
this extract to Tne JupGe. If he has done 
so, please, dear Mr. editor, don’t put it in, 
or if you have it printed, contradict again, 
and say it was all a story of Jack’s; for he 
is a wicked story teller, ask pa if he isn’t. 

Yours distractedly, 
"KITTY VIRTU. 


“*Tr’s all impulse,” as the cork said to the 


soda-water. 


THE Governor of New York has pardoned 
one William Russell, who was convicted of 
bigamy in Kings county in 1882 and sen- 
tenced to two years imprisonment. The 
Governor, doubtless, thought the much-mar- 
ried man sufficiently punished, as most mar- 
ried men find daily punishment in living 
with one. 



























































A PROBLEM. 


Matrimonial Loot. 
HE went a wooing to find him a mate, 
Out in the world of deceit and duplicity; 
He wanted a dame of fashion and state, 
Stylish, and void of all vulgar rusticity; 


Cultured, of course, and a “‘ pink of propriety;” 
Not too much heart, but witty—in fine, 
A pearl and a pet of politest society. 


Well, he has won her—the belle of the day, 
The queen of haut ton, with the loftiest rankable; 


. : ' | He captured the maid in the usual way— 
Mrs. Fortescue’s tall footman, rushed out of | 


Notes—of his debtors, and promises—bankable, 
For ‘tis important a man understand, 

If he propuses to join Cupid’s votaries, 
Tenderest wooings must keep well in hand, 

With settlements fat, all drawn up before notaries. 


Yonder she whirls in the maze of the dance, 
Followed by lovers with longings piratical; 
Who would not worship this creature, perchance, 
Exquisite figure, and motion ecstatical? 
Golden her tresses, coiffured in the style, 
Though I can’t say that I like so much frizzling; 
Greyish her eyes, and ‘ lofty ” her smile— 
Lovely her face, and cold—as Greek chiseling. 


Teeth that are pearly and lips all aglow— 
Almost too thin to be perfectly kissable, 
Though, by the dicta of fashion, you know, 
Doings like that are but seldom permissable. 
Yet, she 7s graceful, with exquisite bust, 
So decollete that it’s hardly respectable; , 
Still, as the tyrant of fashion says ‘‘ must,” 
1 suppose it’s all right and highly delectable. 


Well, he has won this immaculate maid; 

Do not her draperies fit her deliciously? 
Cost her papa a cool thousand—when paid, 

So, their betrothal starts off most auspiciously. 
Happy? Oh, yes, that cannot be denied; 

Every one says they've made a good trade of it; 
She purchased wealth—he, beauty and pride, 

And, as the world goes, what more can be made 

of it. 


I should go in for a little less ice— 


A little more heart and not quite so much | 


haughtiness— 
Devotion, perhaps, and, just for a spice, 
I might even pardon a soupcon of naughtiness; 


How can they do it on $2,000 a year? 


For, some of us know, though deny it we may, 
The women who know the true way to handle us, 
Are ready to meet our caresses half way, 
Just off the 
scandalous. 


switching us on verge of the 


He writes me, ‘‘ My wife has 
must come, 


‘At Homes’—you 


I flatter myself you will meet good society.” 
Ah, yes, and I also shall find there the sum 
Of all things salacious in frigid propriety. 
She in her parlors will give me the proof 
How they harmonize still in their coolish com- 
plicity, 
While he, in his smoking den under the roof, 
Will regale me with 
felicity.” 


gin and his ‘‘ married 


J. L. Cherry, in 8S. F. * Wasp.” 


A WESTERN politician, says R. P. Flower, 
| stands the best chance as candidate for the 
next Presidency. His name will be the 
‘open sesame” to the election, for ‘‘ the 
ladies to a man” will go for flowers. 
** Yes, dot is true,” said honest Hanse, 
‘but de ladies don’t vote, you know.” 
**T’o be sure the ladies don’t vote,” re- 
plied the politician, ‘‘ but they exert an in- 
| fluence; and woe be to that man who don’t 
| vote to please his wife. I speak from ex- 
perience.” 
‘“*So you have von frau,” said 
meditatively. 
| bitty’s you.” 


Hans, 
‘““Ah, mine goot vriend, I 


THE old war-horses of a party are those 
that have a stable place at the public crib. 


THE Sarahs of olden times were ‘‘ good, 
pious women ”—so we read—but the Sarahs 
of our own day are anything but what their 
foremothers were. What could be more 
savage than Sarah saluting her biographer 
with a horsewhip? This happened abroad, 
to be sure, but right here in our city another 
Sarah, of the servant-girl order, snapped a 
pistol at the daughter of her employer, a 
Miss Sinnott—in fun of course—but it went 
off and wounded the young lady. The girl 
evidently thought it no sin to snap a pistol 
| pointed at Miss Sinnott. Whether the judge 
| before whom she is taken will concur in her 

opinion remains to be seen. 
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STUDY IN OTL 


Intercepted Letters. 


DINAH MULBERRY, NEW YORK, TO MISS SOPHRO 
NISBA MULBERRY, NEW GUINEA, N. ¢ 


My Dean CHILE :—1 promised to write 
to you directly on my ‘ribal norf, an so I 
will, but dis yer New York am for sartain 
suah de quarest place yer mudder ebber sot 
her black foot into. 

Ob course being a first-class cook it didn’t 
take Brudder White long to get me intoa 
good home, or what they 
up yer, but I ‘clar fo’ goodness, honey, dat 
New York folkses ain’t no more like our 
folkses down home, dan a hedge hog’s like a 
shoat. | 

Yere’s Missus a havin’ tea kettle drums 
and exceptions ebery week, and what wid de 
Christmassing an de weddm an ’de New | 
Year’s I’se jess about druv out o’ mind, | 
an no mistake. 

When I fast got yers, de waitah man an I, 
war de only cullad pussons on de premises. 
Dar war a nuss dat dey called a french bun, 
and a trifflin’ chambermaid dat was the im- 
pudest thing ] eber did see, and she jess 
made herself too conspicoous for anything. 

Soon affer [’ribed she called me a haythen 
and a shpallpeen, but what in goodnesss 
name she meant by hit, I end nebber tell you 
chile, not if I libbed a tousand vears. : 

How som ebber. I knod directly it war | 
sumfin bad, so I jess tole her she war nuffin | 
but poah white trash anyhow, and I'd got no 
use for her. 

Den she went up.to de Missus wid a string 


call a good home 





ob complaints as long as from here to Norf 


dat’s many a weary mile from dis pestiferous 
town. 

Bym-bye de Missus, she calls me up into 
her boodore, and she axes me jess from 
curiosity, I reckon, ** What all dis trouble 
about, anyhow?” 

Den dat loafsome gal jess set her cantan- 
kerous tongue a gwine, and said « war a 
makin’ cake an’ bread to gib away outside 


Carliny, and my Fadder in Heaben knos 


de house, an’ dat I eben tuk de scap an’ de | 
starch an’ hid ’°em whar she couldn’t find | 


"em. 


I was jess so riled at de lies dat gal done | 


tole, dat I rose up in my mite, and says I to 
de missus: ‘* Dat gal done gone crazy, for 
shuah. She bin dat way all de munf.  I’se 
bin waitin’ for de moon to change, tinkin’ 
she’d come out all right, but de moon done 


changed last night and I haint seed no | 


change in her.” 

De missus she jess larfed, and said well, 
she hoped nuffin’ had been taken from her 
larder, and she didn’t believe I’d do such a 


| ting. 


1 tole her, if dar war any one ting I 


‘spised moah dan a tieving niggah, it war 


lyin’ white trash, like dat perspicous Bridget, | 


and dat affer de amcomium she hab heaped 
upon me, she and I could no longer continue 
to oceupy de same apahtment. Den I went 
down stairs, an’ dat same day, dat chile o’ 
Belial leff, and I heerd 
massa trough de speakin’ choob, dat she 
couldn’t afford to lose a good cook, nohow. 
Ob course, I hadn’t taken nvffln’ ‘cept a 

loaves ob bread an’ a trifflin’ lot ob cake 
ain’ jelly, round to Brudder White’s donation 
party. 

De Fourf Shylock Baptist Church has got 
to be supported an’ de minister must lib. 
I'd a felt myself mighty small a goin’ around 
dar to dat donation party empty handed. 

I believes in de golden rule, I does, and in 
a doin’ to Brudder White as I'd hao him do 
to me, if | war poah and a workin’ for de 


e 


eause. If it hadn’t been for dat pryin’ 
survint Bridget. I'd a done a good deal 


moah, 

Ob course, dar was no use sayin’ any thing 
on de subjeck to de missus. She’s a ’pisco- 
tarian, says her prayérs out ob a book. and 
aint got no sympathy wid de Baptises no 
how. 

As for de soap and starch I jess laid em 
one side tinking I'd find time to do up Brud- 
der White’s shirts for him—but as I said be- 
foah dis is a quare place—whar de ministers 
get along widout a shirt, and war collars and 
cuffs dat dey clean wid spit and a rag, as 


| poor Martin Andrew Van Beuren used to do 


his slate after de wah, when he went to de 
refuge school. 
De day after Bridget leff de missus got in 


| a new gal, dis time a ecullud pussun like de 


waitah Shakespeare, and myself. 

She’s been up Norf pretty considerable 
time and aint a church goer. How som 
ebber I reckon I can stand her. 

De day she came dar was great doins at 
de house. Missus had what she called a 
silber weddin. Dar was lots of guests and 
lots of kerridges, and dey had a reg’lar tent 
outside de front door for de perlice to stand 
in out ob de snow an’ slush. Dar warn’t 
much for me to do, for dey had a caterer 
wid a troob ob polly-vooers come in, an’ dey 
did all de fixin’ an’ eberyting. De French 
bun, she war on her high heeled shoes, and 


| de way she flirted an’ conversed wid dem 


furriferous furreners would a scandalized old 
Guffy hisself. 

I turned my back on such villainous pro- 
ceedins to put a few little trifles in my 


missus a tellin’ | 











pocket for Brudder White, when de missus 
sent for me to come up de stars. 

Dur she stood, jess like a picter, all fixed 
off in white satin an’ lace, and says she to 
me, ‘Dis is my weddin’ dress Dinah, 
twenty-five years old, and I tought may be 
you'd like to see de bride.” 

** Wall, honey,” says I, “‘ yer looks mighty 
fine, an’ no mistake, but sho now! Go 
‘way from me! You doan say you’re been a 
libbin’ wid dat man enjoying de holy bonds 
ob matrimony all dese twenty-five years, an’ 
den calls yourself a bride?” 

Wid dat de massa he gib a big shout, an’ 
de missus she got all red like a Lady Wash- 
ington derangerum, an’ I went down stars 
an’ put on my bunnit an’ shawl to go to de 
spiritooal meetin’ at Brudder White’s, an’ to 
take him de snack I’d sabed from de final 
catastrophe. 

Hopin’ you is all well, and dat de childers 
got dar Christmas giffs in perfrusion, I sub- 
scribes myself, Your ‘steamed mudder, 
DINAH MULBERRY. 





THERE was a young fellow of Vichy 
Whose descent was decidedly fishy, 

As you'll say when I tell you the whole; 
For his mother, though fair in the face, 
Was considered a wee common plaice, 

And his father a jolly old sole. 


I KNOow a young girl in New York 
Who never makes use of her fork; 
I swear by my life 
She eats all with her knife, 
This dexterous girl of New York. 


‘THERE'S a screw loose somewhere,” as 
the scissors said when they fell asunder. 


‘*A MISS is as good as a mile.” he said, 
when he walked round his girl who weighed 
LS. 


‘*Sire a/most called me honey,” said the 
aged lover, when his girl said ‘* Old Bees- 
wax” to him. 


Eve shall be eternally blessed by her sex 
for giving Adam the core of the apple, be- 
cause it started the first conjugal quarrel. 





ANDREW Koernen, of Indianapolis, quar- 
reled with his wife about some mince meat, 
and settled it by making mince meat of her. 
He is now under arrest for wife murder. 





John Henry Spoke Up. 


‘* Dad,” he announced, as he dropped his 
gripsack on the Old Colony depot platform, 
while the light of a baleful purpose shone in 
his eyes; ‘‘dad, you can take this valise. 
I’m goin’ to look round the town.” 

‘Air you thinkin’ of drinkin’ any beer, 
John Henry ?” asked the old man, solemnly. 

‘*T ain’t never tasted any,” replied John 
Henry, doggedly ; ‘‘an’ 1 came here to see 
some sights.” 

‘* Wal, here's hulf on’t,” said the old man, 
backing his son against a shed and fixing 
him with his glittering eye. ‘‘ Will you 
drink beer, lose yer watch, hev yer clo’es 
stole off yer back, git sent to jail, mebbe, 
an’ miss yer sheer 0’ the farm ; or will you 
come with me an’ walk over the Common an’ 
git some peanuts, an’ then go out to your 
Aunt Lizzie’s, in Roxb’ry, an’ mebbe tumble 
right into a kissin’ party this evenin’? Speak 
right up, John Henry.” 

The kissing party decided John Henry, 
and he spoke right up for Roxbury and his 
Aunt Lizzie.—Fall River Line Journal. 





























































A BURR in the bush is worth two in the 
hair. 


A FASHIONABLE four-in-hand—two pairs 
of aces. 


Up tro SNurr—pepper, if you merely wish 
to make some one sneeze 

Wuy is Tennyson’s fate to be 
Because he 


deplored ? 
is thi poet Laure ate 


strict because 


Is Washington a malarial d 
it is subject to cl Blaine alfections? 
Why is Mary (Anderson a desirable supper 


guest? Jecause she’s such a sweet Galatea. 


THE successful candidate makes it appoint 
of honor to give » fat offices at 
his disposal. 


his friend 


HomeLy have be so fashion- 


able that cert: 


women ome 
un Cosme+#ic 
verge of bankruptcy 


. 


new 


freq ently near that ‘took a 
lease 


of life: but it 
lan 


idlord has turned the 


urs after 
tenant out, 


the 


letter ** B,” ma! 
little girl on being awakened 


»tO 8 ‘tho | the othe r 


“©Oun, | wish I was the 
ejaculated a 
from a sound sleep to g 
morning. 
“Why?” wonderingly inquired the mother. 
‘**C'ause I'd be in bed all 
plied the gin 


the time,” re- 


“© Ma,” asked a voungster, 
dime museum last nig 

“*My son, why do you 
tion 7” 

‘Because I heerd you ask him if 
the snakes, 
bed this morning,” said 


‘was pa to the 
ask me that ques- 


he had 
when he was comin’ upstairs to 
the lad. 

“© In doughmestic and church circles we al- 


ways raise ourselves to pigous prominence,” 
said an egotistic baker. 

All the same, 
purg itorial diseipline 
ishment you just infil 


said one of the latter. 


you will /nead some future 
for the auricuiar pun- 


ted on your hearers,” 


the nor- 
next Fri- 
as a subject, ** The 


eh. professor, | cannot. 


** Miss Q.,” said a professor at 
mal, ‘‘ you will have an 
day, and you may tak: 
King of Spain.” 
That would be impossible.” 
Why?” ** Because it is impossible 
king to be a subje .” 
in the class. —Maratho 


oration 


> Impossible! 
for a 

Intense excitement 
n Indepe ndent. 


As regards height, the Scotch are first, 
Irish second, English third, and Welsh 
fourth. As regards weight. the Scotch are 
first, Welsh second, English third and Irish 
fourth. The weight and height of Americans 
would be given, but there is no necessitv for 
terrifying Europe just at this time.—Lowis- 
ville Courte r-Journal. 


THE directions given in fashion journals 
for crocheting tidies and things are very 
lively reading, but lack plot. If our mem- 
ory is not at fault they run somehow this 
way: Work nine stitches, turn back, two 
slitches in third bar, two single in thirds, 
three chain B to Q 4th ch., K takes B, then 
make eight chain and fasten to centre of Q 
B ith, loop and turn back, white to play 
and mate in three stitches. It seems easy 
enough.—Norristown Herald. 
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I Keep the Old Watch Going. 


I have a bran-new golden watch 
With a by 


pring’s first blow till the-fall of the snow, 


autiful pearl set in it; 
From the 

It keeps the time to the minute 
I have set 


And I hope when I’m £ 


it down in my will to my boy, 
one he'll wear it; 
[was a present to from over the sea 
And I love the 
But my f ither ¢ 


When I wa 


How can I part with a thing near my heart ¢ 


It 
hand that bore it; 
ive nie 


one 


long auyo, 
a lad yet growing 


So I keep the old watch going 


You will find but right little g 


rold in that, 
And no pearl its face adorning 
but 


On my thirteenth birthday morning 


I thought it grand when I took it in hand 
And my mother fastened a chain to its ring 
lded 

lil 


inc »ymuch lik 


And my sister a i locket 
And I never felt 


As when first 


1 prince 


it went into my pocket 


My parents are dead; and my sister sank 
\\ here the Indi in waves are flowing 

But the light of the past shall shine on to the last, 
So | keep the old watch going 

It is strange what oddities sometimes wake 


Good thoughts that have long 
For the great 
But lit 
I'm afraid that 
And habit’s 


lse beats quick when I list to that tick 


lain sleeping; 

blows fall, and scarce move us at all 

tle things set us weeping 

my life has not been what it should, 

i terrible fetter 

But my pu 
And I earnestly 

O, I think that I s¢ 


And a brighter prospect glowing 


wish to be better 


e new hopes for me, 


Though my heart be chill, ’twould be colder still 
oing. 

Harper's Weekly. 
THE STREET CAR. 


If my boyhood s watch stopped oO 





Toa person not much accustomed to travel, 
there isa mild excitement in getting on board 
of a street car: it isin the nature of an advent- 
The roar of t 


ure. he wheel in the iron track, 
the chee rful jingling of the bells, the effort 
to attract the attention of the driver. who. 


with one hand on the break and the other 
controlling his fier) is also looking 
for a belated and hurrying passenger up the 
wrong street; the scant courtesy of the con- 
ductor, who watches, with his hand the 
bell-pull, the placing of your foot on the 
step in order to give you the little shock 
necessary to settle your ideas—this mere get- 
ting on board has its pleasing anxieties and 
And then there is always the curi- 
osity as to your fellow passengers, and the 
advantage of studying character in a vehicl 
where people usually think it unnecessary to 
conceal their real natures. I have noticed 
that the first comers in a car seem to think 
they have a sort of a property in it, and they 
resent with a stare of surprise the entrance 
of the last comer, as if his right to a seat de- 
pended upon their courtesy. In no other 
conveyance, I think, does one so perfectly 
ly realize how queer people are. Nowhere 
else, perhaps, are ugliness and oddity and 
eccentricity in dress such an offence. And 
then the passengers, ugiy as they may be, are 
so indifferent to your opinion. It is some- 
times amazing, the conceit of ugly people. 
Christmas Sf. Nit holas. 

‘* Yes,” said the deacon, ‘‘that cow is bad- 
ly hurt, and wouldn’t briug five dollars. But 
I shall get more for her. A party of swell 
city fellows are coming down here to hunt, 
and I shall put her up in the scrubpine lot 
and then tell them deer abound up there. 
Oh, she’s as good as sold for fifty dollars.” — 
Boston Post. 


steeds, 


on 


surprises. 


Il 


Astonishing a Conductor. 

«THe last time I went to Joston,” con- 
fided a thin, consumptive looking traveler 
on the Eastern road to a fellow passenger, 
‘“the conductor grew monotonous. He in- 
sisted eXamining my ticket at eve ry 
station, and grew restless as we passed 
watering troughs. the traveler 


on 


g This tim tg 
continued, as he looked anxiously toward 
the car door, ** we play a change of pro- 
gramme and the boxes are all taken.” As 
the conductor entered with a pompous 
** tickets, please,” the stranger qui tly pre- 
sented a single trip ticket for the next 
station. The next time he entered the un- 
known handed hima mileage ticket, follow- 
ing it later with a sportsman’s ticket for 
Labrador. As the conductor was passing 
him on the next round the traveler pressed 
ticket Puget Sound into 

then tried to get him to take 
a first class pussage to Sing Sing ith sleeper 
check. Didn't I just punch a Puget 
Sound ticket for you?” demanded the as- 
) ‘*Must have been 
so quit tly re plied the traveler, 
the last Harpe r’s. 
please,” echoed through 
stranger confronted the 
‘* Florida-for-the-winter ” 
ray See 


an emigrants for 


his hand, und 


tonished conductor, 
another party, 
burving himself in 
Again, ** tickets, 
the car, and the 
conductor with a 
excursion via the Richmond boats. 
here,” said the enraged official ** what 
this mean? I have punched tickets for you 
for all points of the globe. Ilaven’t got a 
child’s ticket to Patagonia or a Hong Kong 
cattle show excursion, have you? If you 
give me any more tickets to punch, U’ll 
punch your head.”’ ‘¢ Ves,” replied the 
traveler, with painful dignity, “I usually 
travel on this,” presenting a director’s pass, 
** but we understand that passengers on your 
train get lame in the arms showing their 
tickets, and have no time to take in the 
scenery; so I am instructed to notify you 
that there is a good vacancy on the night 
freight, unless we hear of improvement,” 
and the frightened conductor passed two 
tramps 100 miles, not daring to call for 
tickets.— New Haven Register. 


does 


Hr was driving out of Plainfield the other 
day with such a satisfied look on his face 
that an acquaintance hailed him with: 
‘Well, Uncle Billy, what’s happened?” 
‘““You know them five of mine?” 
‘Oh, yes.” ‘* Well, they be always buyin’ 
and sellin’ and speculatin,’ and not a day 
passes that some one ef *em don’t ask me to 


sons 


indorse his note.” ‘“*And of course you 
do?” ‘*No. Them boys are rather shaky, 
you know; but T’m going to alter this. 


Hang it, I’m their own father, you see, and 
it looks kinder mean to refuse ’em. I’ve 
been down here and deeded the farm to the 
old woman, put a chattel mortgage on the 
stock, and sold off most of the tools, and 
now if the boys want my names on their 
notes I'll sit down and give it to ’em likea 
Spartan father!”’— Newark Sunday Call. 


A SOMEWHAT inebriated gentleman board- 
ed a down car on Yonge street, Toronto. 
Balancing himself against the door he asked 
the conductor to let him off at Cruikshank 
street. When Wilton avenue was reached, 
he recognized his destination, and stumbling 
over to the bell-strap, gave it a tremendous 
tug, The conductor was irritated. “What 
do you mean by jerking the bell like that— 
ringing it at both ends?” he said with rising 
anger. ‘* Well—(hic)—don’t I wansh the 
var to stop—(hic)—at both ends?”— Toronto 

| Globe. 



























































































‘A FALse Step.” is the name of Bartley 
Campbell’s new comedy that ts announced to 
follow “Storm Beaten” at the Union 
Square. It isan ominous f¢ tle, and Mme. 
Dolaro, for one, will probably not feel sorry 
if it should prove prophet ce, After all that 
- has been said and written ubout her play, 
the fates, in the shape of Messrs. Shook and 
Collier. have decreed that it shall not be 
placed upon the stage of their theatre. 
Various are the assigned for its 
non-production, but it would puzzle a 
Philadelphia lawyer to get at the true in- 
wardness of the matter. 

There is a rumor afloat that Charles 
Coghlan, after he leaves the company of 
John Stetson, will revisit the scene of his 
former failures and become again the lead- 
ing man at the Square. If this be true, 
what is to become of McKee Rankin?  Per- 
haps he'll take another fa/se step. 

After a short rest, our ears are again at- 
tuned to the warbling of Mapleson’s and 
Abbey’s song birds, as well as to the seduct- 
ive notes of the French opera troupe. 

Aimee and Angele were to have sung at 
the Standard, but fire can not wither, nor 
custom stale their infinite variety, and they 
make things quite as lively at The San 
Francisco Opera House as did their sable 
brethren, lately departed. From burnt cork 
to opera bouffe is a startling change, but 
we are used to surprises in these days. 

Patti is at the Academy, but there is very 
little left to talk about, as far as she is con- 
cerned, except her new car and—Nicolini. 
Various theories are set forth as to why 
and how she and the alleged tenor continue 
to live together, and the question is as dili- 
gently discussed as if it were one of vital 
Importance. 

As for Nicolini, it is natural to suppose 
that he or any other man would prefer 
swinging round the cirele with a pretty 
prima donna in a $40,000 palace car, to 
eating onions and mushrooms in Alsace with 
a peasant wife «and seven little olive 
branches; but why the charming Adelina 
should lavish her affection and waste her 
ducats on the lank Italian singer, is past 
finding out. When she first started out to 
live with him she had a pretty lively time 
with her first husband, one Marquis de 
Caux, and it cost her upwards of $200,000 
and her title before she could get rid of the 
old love andon with the new. Now Nicolini 
may be worth all this trouble and expense, 
but to look at his legs, and listen to his 
voice, one would hardly think it. 

The car, too, may b worth %*40.000—as 
an advertisement. ‘The price sounds big, 
but eight nights of warbling will pay for 
the whole This wonderful 
machine on wheels was gotten up or invented 
by somebody named Mann. and contains a 
few more than the ordinary modern im- 
provements. In one description of it we are 
told that the ventilation is chastened, and 
that by the Mann system more privacy is 


reasons 


business. 


THE JUDGE. 


secured than by any other. This is as it 
should be, but what a pity it is Mrs. Lang- 
try and Freddie didn’t travel in such a car 
last summer. Think of the privacy and 
chastened ventilation they might have en- 
joved at Long Branch and other places. 
By the way, Mr. Stetson has been obliged to 
remove ** The Glass of Fashion” that he 
said ** was in everybody’s mouth,” all on 
account of the fair Lily, who goes through 
her society acts, and shows her fine poits, 
on the stage of the Fifth Avenue, very 
much as she did a year ago. 

John T. Raymond was as funny as ever 
last week, down at the Fourteenth Street 
Theatre, playing ‘* In Paradise.” 

At Niblo’s ** The Pavements of Paris ” 
holds the boards, and Mr. Belasco, we hear, 
is soon to give us a new play, called ** The 
Outeasts of New York.” He will search the 
Five Points, Baxter street, ete., 
choice characters, and will be accompanied 
in his rambles by two detectives. Why 
doesn’t he ask Talmage to join his party and 
thréw additional light on the subject? 


The Roses. 


I Mev an angel, lacking wings 
She looked as sweet as summer clover, 
At Saratoga’s famous springs, 


And, Romeo-like, I flopp'd right over 


Her beauty set my heart ablaze; 
She looked like Egypt’s amorous queen, 
Whom oft—in boyhood’s halcyon days, 
In waxen figure I had seen 


My love for that bewitching sprite, 
All other thoughts of love consumed; 
Like diamonds, her eyes were bright, 
And on her cheeks the roses bloomed. 


I there and then my love confess’d, 
While Cupid's arrows pierced me through; 
But when my lips her cheeks had press’d, 


The roses fled, and—Cupid too. 
0. JONES. 


German Student Pomposity. 


A party of American travelers were on 
the railroad platform at Heidelberg. One 
of the travelers happened to crowd a Heidel- 
berg student, when he drew himself up, 
scowled pompously, and said: 

‘Sir, you are crowding; keep back, sir!” 

**Pon't you like it, sonny?” asked the 
American. 

**Sir!” scowled the student, ‘* allow me 
to tell you, sir, that I am at your service at 
any time and place.” 

**Oh, you are at my service, are you?” 
said the American. ‘* Then just carry this 
satchel to the hotel for me!’ 


Many of the sunsets during the past 
week have been red. We have only heard 
of one ** blue ” sunset, and that was ‘** Sun- 
set Cox,” of New York, visible in Washing- 
ton.—Norristown Herald. 


AN ingenious gentleman of Connecticat 
is said to have invented an electric machine 
by which he claims to be able to raise the 
dead. It is said that Ben Butler is investi- 
gating the matter.— Philadelphia Bulletin. 


Arter you have purchased what you 
wanted, sit and chat with the salesman for 
a while. People who are waiting to buy 
will forget their impatience in contempla- 
tion of your remarkable conversational 
powers.— Boston Transcript. 


IF conscience is what makes cowards of us 
all, there ought to be a great many very brave 


men these days.—Philadelphia Call. 


in search of 


Answers to Correspondents. 


Junnivus.—Judging by what you send us, we 
agree thoroughly with your own very modest opinion, 
that you possess neither the wit nor the wisdom of 
your famous 


nom de plume namesake of former 


days, over the water. We will even venture a lit 
tle further, and tell you to your face that your 
ability does not entitle you to even attempt to 
masquerade in a borrowed name which was famous 
long before you en rged from the sw: ddling }* riod 
of your infantile existence. And we have very 
serious doubts as to whether you have wholly 
emerged from it yet 

OLp Foutk, N. Y. ¢ ity.- Not at all, old friend 
Your ‘‘ hope I don’t intrude” attitude is wholly 
out of place in 
albeit 


Good-day, ** Junius!” 


presence of Tut 
wholly 


JUDGE who 


almost dwelling in the 


living 
present,” is pleased to list an occasional echo from 
the ‘dead past.” Your kind words of apprecia 
tion are proof positive—‘* strong as proofs of Holy 
Writ that Tuk JupGe was highly appreciated 
before he was born. No proof needed, other than 
his own jolly and rubicund weekly appearance in 
public, to show that he has been appreciated since 
Let us have the benefit of your words of wisdom 
and encouragement as often as you wish, but on 
one condition, namely, that you request no intro 
duction to our readers. 


Joun Brown, Brookly n Pon our comical con 
science, we are sorely tempted to imagine that you 
may be the materialized spirit of Queen Vic's de 
parted Scotch ‘‘ gillie” seeking communication 
with this mundane sphere once more, through the 
medium Of Tue Jupee. It may be that the 
shadowy character of your caligraphy suggested 
this weird idea, and, if correct in our surmise, then 
we respectfully advise you to communicate with 
Punch, which is largely indebted to you for much 
of its fun and frolic at the expense of royalty. And 


| John, let us request you not to haunt our waste 


| basket, as we have just consigned your communi- 


| been 


cation to the flames. 

EASTERN cities have been bragging a good 
deal about the brilliant sunsets that have 
calling out the fire departments 
recently. ‘These sunsets are very fine, no 
doubt, but the moment the Eastern papers 
commenced blowing about them it was a 
foregone conclusion that as soon as some 
Western paper got time to spit on its hands 
the chromatic evening displays of the slow 
East would be double discounted, The 
Virginia City Enterprise is now out with the 
statement that in Nevada they had two sun- 
sets the same evening. One was at the 
regular time announced on the small bills, 
while the other took place about two hours 
after. The thing is easily explained, of 
course, although the Enterprise makes quite 
a to-do about the matter. One sunset took 
place on local time and the other on standard 
time. Until We get the time question set- 
tled these double sunsets are always liable to 
happen.—Detroit Free Press. 

Tovenina Mr. Tennyson’s new &1,000 
spring poem, it may be confessed that there 
is nothing inconsistent between its poetic 
character and the elevation of its author to 
the peerage. Its general tone of idiocy is in 
entire harmony with the atmosphere of the 
House of Lords.- Pittshurg Dispatch. 


COMMENTING on the grandiloquent boast- 
ing of an exchange that Washington never 
saw a steamboat, John Adams a railroad, 
Andrew Jackson the telegraph, or Abra- 
ham [Lincoln the telephone, we would say 
that if Lincoln ever had seen a telephone 
heaven only knows what stories he would 
have told in connection therewith.— Boston 


| Post. 
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AN ARKANSAS PROPOSAL. 


” 


“Cun I have a few words with you, sir? 
asked young Arthur Greggle, 
richly carpeted office and addressing Colonel 
Bibley. 

**T suppose you can,” the Colonel replied, 
nervously turning in his revolving chair and 
glancing at Arthur in a way so devoid of 
interest that the young man inwardly wished 


he had not sought an interview with the 
crusty old fellow. 
“fT will not detain vou long, for I know 


that your time is well oceupied 

“Tt was well occupied,” said the Colonel. 
‘Whether or not it 7s well oceupied—” 

‘Your sarcasm, Colonel, is lost on me. 
You could no doubt spend your time more 
profitably than by talking to me.” 

“No doubt,” the Colonel assented. 

‘Tam glad to see,” said the young man 
bowing, ‘‘that there are subjects on which 
we agree, and since you have unwittingly led 
me, step by step, to the very threshold of the 
subject, in which above others I desire your 
concurrence, I will at the door. 
I think that I would make an admirable 
in-law. Do you agree with me?” 

és] do. You would undoubted|y niake a 
good son-in-law—of a donkey.” 

“Ah. I see. Then pray allow me to ask 
your daughter’s hand in marriage.” 

The Colonel glared at the young ‘man for 
amoment and replied: ‘If impudence were 
wit, then I would regard you as capable of 
taking care of a wife.” 

“And if arrogance were generosity then | 
would have had no hesitancy in approaching 
you.” 

“Ah, you are quite equal to the emergency. 
Do you love my daughter with a truth and 
depth of devotion which in the future shall 
ever prevent any other love from arising to 
the surface; do you think that in after years, 
when your ambition has elevated you to the 
height of alonged-for eminence that your love 
will be strong enough to keep pace with vour 
advancement, and lift my child step by step 
as you yourself are lifted?” 

“I do,” solemnly said the young man, 
inclining his head in reverence. H 

*““My daughter is loving but not ambitious. 


once open 


Sone 


In her life affection will be everything. Will 
you ever speak cross to her?” 

‘“Never.”’ 

**What assurance have I?" 

‘This sir!” and the young man drew a 
bottle from his side pocket. 

‘What have we here’? Kentucky?” 

“Kentucky.” 

“Ah,” said the Colonel, as he threw out 
a chew of tobacco and took the bottle. 


‘**Here’s looking at you!” 

“Drink hearty,” the young man replied, 
and taking the bottle he held it up and added: 
‘*Here’s to the hair off your head.” 

The marriage was solemnly celebrated, and 
the young man, who isa horse doctor, has 
hegan to ascend the ladder of ambition. 
Ark. Traveler. 





Kalamazoo. 


A GERMAN paper declares the origin of 
the word Kalamazoo by deelaring that the 
first settler in the place was a German; that 
he had a son named Karl; that he hada 
saloon which he closed regularly at nine 
o'clock, his injunction to his son being 
regularly made at that hour in these words: 
** Karl, macht zu!” which was corrupted by 
the Indians into Kalamazoo, or the shutting 
off of whisky. It is needless to add that the 
old German is dead now, and the name is 
very inappropriate.— Tezas Siftings. 


entering a | 
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American Traits. 


Why does that gentleman rise from his | 
seat : 

Because he ‘vets out at the next station. 

But we have not got near the next station 
vet. 

" T bee your pardon. From an American 
point of view, we are very near it. It is less 
than a mile away. 

See, he rushes wildly toward the door: and 
now he is on the platform. Is he not in 
danger ? 

The only danger he dreads is the danger 
of losing one-quarter of a second, 

Ah. we are almost at the station now. 
he not wait until the cars stop ? 

No. indeed : that would be a waste of pre- 
cious time. 


Will 


There he Toes, Good heavens ! he has 
fallen: the cars have run over him! 
Yes, such things frequently happen in 


but vou know where one man is 


' 


America : 
killed, half a dozen jump off successfully 
The chances of death are only one in six, or 
thereabouts. 

They have picked him up. 
He is speaking. 

Yes, he savs, 
Barchange. 


His lips move, 


‘7 die a true American. "— 





A Slow Man. 


‘| pon’? believe you intend to pay me 
that little bill,” said Brown angrily to 
Bixby, whom he met on the street. ** Well, 
I] declare,” said Bixby, ‘is it possible that 
vou have just found that out? IT am disap- 
pointed in vou, LT always thought you were 
a man of keen perception, If any person 
had come to me and asked my honest opin- 
ion about your judgment I would have said 
it was sound, and yet it has taken you two 
vears to find out that I don’t pay bills. 


Seems to me you'll have to brush up your | 


faculties or you'll get left by the accommo- 
dation train one of these days.” Viddle- 
famn Transcript. 





A Sure Cure. 

**Repecca,” said Mose Schaumberg, an 
\ustin merchant prince to his wife, ** 1 
vaunts you to gif me your photograph.” 

**Und vat in de vorld do you vant mit 
mine photograph?” inquired the wife. 

**T'vants to paste it on mine pipe. Times 
vas so pad dat I vants to preak mineself of 
shmoking,” answered Mose.— Texas Siftings. 

THERE are very few 
upon the London papers. 
accounts for their dreary dryness. 
Bouquets? Thanks, ladies.) 
Tribune. 

PrestpENT Arthur, recently, while out 
driving, stopped his team fifteen minutes to 
listen to the strains of a hand-organ. Con- 
it is said, will make an effort to im- 
peach him, but it is probable that an officer 
of the S. P. C. A. will have him arrested 
for cruelty to animals.— Norristown Herald. 

‘* An, old fellow,” said an Austin gentle- 
man, meeting another on the avenue, ** 
you are married at last. Allow me to con- 
gratulate you, for I hear you have an ex- 
cellent and accomplished wife.” ‘‘I have, 
indeed,” was the reply; ‘‘she is so accom- 
plished. Why, sir, she is perfectly at home 
in literature; at home in music; 2t home in 
art; at home in science—in short, at home 
everywhere, except—” wt Except what?” 
** Except at home.”—TZezas Siftings. 


women employed 
This probably 
(What? 


Bismarck 


gress, 


sO 


13 
THE barber is not far out of the way in 
calling himself an ‘‘artist.” None of the 
old masters could draw blood half so artist- 
ically. 
**'Tired,” said Byrnesmonkey to Tawmus, 
‘*what have you done to be tired 7” ‘* Paid 
out $76,” replied the fatigued Tawmus.— 


Boston Post. 


At a New Jersey wedding the middle 
aisle of the church was covered with Autumn 
leaves. If the bride resisted the temptation 
to gather a couple of armfuls she certainly 
deserves «a husband. Yonkers Gazette. 


THERE is extreme of goodness to 
which we have never known the most per- 
fect saint to attain, and that is the refusal 
to pass off a punched and filled coin when 
the opportunity offers.—Burlington Free 
Press. 

THE victims of the Newhall house fire in 
Milwaukee are to have a monument. A 
monument, When a night’s safe lodging was 
all a guest expected, is something in the way 
of a gratuity that is entirely superfluous.— 


Hurtford Post. 


A NEGRO girl in Laurens county bears the 
lovely name of ‘* Fair Rosa Beauty Spot, 
Temptation Touch Me Not.” She was 
baptized by immersion. There wasn’t 
enough to tinish the names the other way.— 
Boston Post. , 


one 


Thirty thousand children live on canal 
boats in England. It is probably a special 
arrangement of Providence that there should 
be drowning conveniences where there are 


so many youngsters.—Lovisville Courter- 
Journal, 

THe Teras Siftings sneeringly remarks 
that ‘‘if you want your grave dug in Mem- 


phis they make you pay cash in advance.” 
There is nothing very wrong in that. Once 
allow a man to try on his grave and he will 
never come back to pay for it.—New Orleans 
Picayune. 


It was his first attempt on roller skates, 
and as they brought him to in the toilet 
room he remarked; ‘1 tell you, boys, that 
was gorgeous I must have kicked in the 
whole dome of heaven the way those stars 
flew “round. I wonder if there’s any left 
for the next man.”—Od/ City Blizzard. 


A Bay State girl frightened her lover 
entirely out of his matrimonial notions by 
working and presenting him with the mot- 
to: ‘* I Need Thee Every Hour.” He says 
he would be perfectly willing to give her 
the greater portion of his time, but that his 
health demanded 


an hour or two out-of- 

doors every day for exercise. —Bismarck 
Tribune. 

SAVING AT THE Spicot.—Adele is a 


splendid cook, but it is evident that she can- 
not content everybody and his father. The 
other evening-madame went into the kitchen 
and found the gas stove lighted. ‘ Why, 
Adele, do you light your stove at this hour?” 
** But I have not put it out since morning.” 
‘Why, girl, are you crazy?” ‘*No; but 
madame is always complaining that I use 
too many matches.’’-—Paris Paper. 
Our Book of over 100 


CROCHETING, rer. Ee aiketts ora 


the stitches and complete instruction in the art of Croe 
cheting and Knitting. We give directions for mak- 
ing several very handsome patterns of Window and Mantel 
Lambrequins with cotton twine, and for Crocheting and 
Kuitting more than fifty other useful and ornamental 
articles, including | dgings, Lace Collars, Mittens, Gloves, 
Babys’ Socks and Mittens, Afghans, Shawls, Quilts, Caps, 
Purses, &c. It also gives instructionsin Keusington, Ara- 
sene and all other kinds of Embroidery, Lace Making, Rug 
Making, &c. Price 35 cts., Four for $1.00, Book of 100 
designs for Embroidering, Braiding &c., 25 cents, The two 
above books, post-paid 5Q cents 

Address Patten Pub. Co. 47 Barclay St. N. Y. 
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United 
States 
Mutual 
ACCIDENT 
Association, 
320 Broadway, 


N.Y, 


Happy New Year, 1884. 


Happy Year! Bright New Year ' 
Eighteen-Eighty-four is here ! 

Time of pleasant salutation 

Time of kind congratulation ! 

Time of happy social meetings, 

Time of old-fashioned greetings 
Time of home hilarity 

Time of generous charity 

Time for worthy res lution, 
Sometimes mi sing execution 

Bright the prospect—never brighter ; 
Clear the skies are never lighter ; 
as if the heavens o'er us 
Speak of luck and profit for us. 


rood 


Seems 


and careful student 
Of the future should be prudent 
Spite our very best intention, 
Risks too numerous to mention 
Every hour of life befall us 
Every day and night they call us 
To be wise and make provision 
’Gainst disaster and col.ision 


Yet the wise 


Now make a useful resolution ; 
Put it into execution ! 

On the Mutual Accident plan, 
Which avails for every man, 

Be in time—your life insuring— 
For your family securing 

Freedom from distressed vexation ; 
For yourself the compensation, 
Paid with regularity, 

Better than the best of charity 
While disabled, if thus thrifty, 
You will be receiving fifty ‘ 
Greenback dollars every week, 
Stopping many a household leak 
If you ¢ hance to lose your life 
There’s ten thousand for your wife ! 


Eighteen-Eighty-four is here ! 
Be wise ! Insure! This bright New Year 
JAMES R. PITCHER, 
Secretary 
WEEKLY INDEM 
EXCEED 
ASSESSMENTS AND 81 AN 
MEMBERSHIP FEE, $5, PAID 


5,00 ACCIDENT INSURANCE, WITH $2 
NITY IN THE PREFERRED DIVISIONS, H 
ED AN ANNUAL COST OF $12 FOR 
NUAL DUES, EXCLUSIVE OF 
BUT ONCE 

TO BECOME 
ACCIDENT 
THE USUAL 

cm t L .: 


AS NEVER 


A MEMBER OF THE UNITED STATES MUTUAI 
ASSOCIATION, AND THEREBY SAVE ONE-HALF 
COST OF ACCIDENT INSURANCE, WRITE FOR 
AND gs ATION BLANK, AND WHEN 
LL ay OUR APPLIC it Se : 
RD IT THE 

EIP T OF Ww HI H \ POL 1 % 

To YOU. 
"EET (of Rogers, Peet 

Secretary. 


TARY AT EW 

WILL BE p R OMP TL Y'M AILED 
CHAS. B 

JAMES R. PITCHER, 


& Co,), Pres't 


United 
Biatcos 
Mutual 
ACCIDENT 
Association, 
320 Broadway, 
N.Y. 


dent, 


} an 


| of 


| just 
i; on 








scheme, 


| about 
| during 


}a@ man 
‘* Well, that de pends a good deal on the dis- 





A MAN always finds out when there 
hole in the bottom of his stocking. 
makes the discovery when he takes his boots 
off at night and puts his foot down on the 
hot register to warm. He rarely forgets to 
speak right out about it. 
Gazette. 


“*T wouLp rather be right 
"said Henry Clay; and 
thur, since ascertaining the of the press 
on his attitude on the Mormon question, 
murmurs, as he contemplates himself in 
luss, - It Is to be 
Journal, 


than be presi- 
President Ar- 


tone 


his 


looking-g nice both.” 


y } 
Nome Uitte 


coronation is said 
and yet he is described \ 
who has behind the 
aun incredibly ignorant, 
pigheaded fool. That reminds us 
United States literature.— 
tow Hatchet. 


THE cost of the ezar’s 
to be $15,000,000, 


Engl 


scenes Ih 


shman been 
, 

Russia «as 
obstinate, pi 
( ampaign 
VW ashin 


to 
con- 


Chinese 
ificates 


IT is proposed to compel the 
provid with 
tuining detailed des riptions of the 
al appearance. It will be an 


themselves cert 
ir person- 
er onomical 
com erned, 


for all. 


Chinese 
will 


so far asthe 


of 


measure are 


as the description one do 


Boston Transe ript. 


NEWBERN, Tenn., has a law that imposes 
a fine of not less than 82 more than $50 
any person Into a 
Sunday. The citizens think it is a very un- 
law that impels a man to enter 
Saturday night 
Monday morning. 


Oo or 


on who goes saloon 


on 


a saloon 
remain there until 


Herald. 


failings, my 


= 
Vorr. 
NEVER speak of your 
Everybody who you knows them. 
Never speak of your good qualities. No- 
body but yourself believes you possess them. 
In short, never speak of yourself at all. 
course, you will appear eccentric, but 
will be readily forgiven by everybody. 
ton Transcript. ; 


a On, I d yn’t eare 
in my stocking o1 


SOl. 


knows 


you 


, 
»08- 


whether I get anything 
not,” said Adolphus, add- 
ing, with a look of undying devotion, ‘* but 
Clara, I shonld like ave what is in your 
stockings.” ‘* Oh, yes,” said Clara, naively, 
‘“vyou mean corns. What a foolish 
Thus was love’s young dream dispelled, and 
hence it is that Clara is still called ‘* Miss.”— 
Boston Transcript. 

‘“* Yes,” said the 
mark the most 
‘Sold,’ during 


merchant. 
expensive of 
the holiday season. 
women read the r it makes them erazy 
to have the same article, and they are s 
disappointed that I finally promise to try 
and get them another—which of course, I 
have no trouble in doing. Oh, it’s a great 
I tell you, and never fails.”— Rock- 
land Courier-Gaczetle. 


“*T always 
my roods as 


When 


SMITHERS 
the 
an 
have a great 


-‘*T hear a great deal of talk 
number of miles a man walks 
evening, playing billiards, and 
mind to learn the game just 
for exercise.” Blithers. ‘That is not a 
bad idea. Most gentlemen play billiards.” 
Smithers.—*‘* And you consider it 
exercise?” Blithers.—‘‘ Certainly, very 
much better than sitting still.” Smithers.— 
** About what distance, an aver will 
cover in one game?”  Blithers. 


good 


on age, 


tance of 
Call. 
THE Publishers of the Richmond, Va. Boquirer heartily re 


commend Dr. Bull's Cough Syrupand say: “It has been well 
tried in our office and composing room, and has cured our city 
editor of a very bad case of Bronchitis.” 


the table from the bar.”—Phila. 


-Rockland Courier- | 


Of | 


boy.” } 


D. B. CANOLL, 


COMMISSION 


Grain and Provisions, 
76 Broadway and 9 New Street, N.Y. 


WALKER & CO.,, 
x CO 


UTED THROUGH 


GEO ( Chicago, Ils, 


Ohio, 
KENT & ) ouis, Mo, 
ANDERSON & CO 
D. R. FRANCIS & BRO ™ 
GILLETT HALL, Detroit, Mich 
Margins deposited with Farmers’ Loan & Trust Co., N. Y. 


CARPETS. 


REMOVAL. 


will 





At close of prese nt season we remove to our 


mmodious building, 
and 799 Third Avenue, 


th Street, (now 


new and c 


of construction) 
stock, we 
will command certain 
ck is unusually large, and 
uuyers from both Foreign 
embraces all the new 


in course 


immense 


Cornet 
To avoid moving our present 
offer it at prices that 
immediate sale st 
ted by experienced | 
and Domestic Markets, and 
ind shades in 


AXm 


shall 
al d 


selec 


patterns 


ister, 

Moquette, 

Velvets, 
Smyrnas, 


isrussels, 
Tapestries, 
Ingrains, 
Damasks, 
WITH BORDERS TO MATCH. 


ORIENTAL CARPETS and RUGS. Also Ken 
sington Art Squares, in all sizes. Mattings & Floor 


| Cloths of all descriptions. 


WINDOW SHADES A SPECIALTY. 


We must sell this stock or move it at a great ex 
pense—therefore prices will be made to insure sale 
to all who appreciate excellent way below 
market prices 

Purchases mace by 
livered free 


REUBEN SMITH, 


No. 4 Fourth Avenue, New York. 
Near Cooper Institute. 3d and 4th Avenue cars 
pass the door. 
above disease; by 
its us se thousands 


CONSUMPTION 2: 


re 

cnd TWO BOTTLES F REE, 
FP ALUABLE TREATINE on thi to any sufferer. 
O. addrese DK. T. A SLOCUM, 181 Pearl St., N 


roods 


the readers of this paper de- 


of charge 





Tbhavea positive 
remedy for the 


so strut 
t gether wi 
Give «poled and P 





. : 

olumbia 

Ix what every Boy 

Man or 

cent stamp for new, elegantly illustra 
page Catalogue and Price List. 


THE POPE MANUFACTURING CO., 
626 Washington St., Boston, 
New York Riding School, 3th st., 


p Print Your Own Cards sae oor 


PRINTING PRESS Larger sizes, for Cir 
x Sito $i. For money ma 
or old. Everything easy Printed 

Send two stamps for Catalogue of 
Type, Cards, &c., to the Factory. 


KELSEY & CO., Meriden, Conn. 


RUPTURE 


RELIEVED and CURED without the injury Trusses inflict, by 
tr. J. A. SHERMAN’S method. Office, 51 Broadway, New Yor 
His bo ok, with p ah ttographic like menses of bad cases, before and 
mailed for 10 cents 


Read's 3- minute te Headache and Neuralgia Cure never Fails. 
j . H. RE Bib. & ee ~~ Pteht Sts Sts, *paltimore, Md. 


Bicycle 
and what every 
lave 


wants 

ight to 
Send 
ted 


Mass. 
near 3d av 





pleasure, 
r. yorng 
structions 


Presses, 
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‘J owe my 
Resioration 
to [Health 
and Beauty 
to the 
2 CUTICURA 
7 REMEDIES.” 


Testimonial of a Bos- 
ton lady. 








ISFIGURING Humors, Humillating Eruptions, Itching Tor- 
tures, Scrofula, Salt-Rheum, and Infantile Humors cured by 
the CuTICURA REMEDIES. 

CuTicuRA RESOLVENT, the new blood postier. cleanses the 
blood and perspiration of impurities and poisonous elements, 
and thus removes the cause. 

CutTicura, the great Skin Cure, instantly allays Itching and In 
flammation, clears the Skin and Scalp, heals Ulcers and Sores, 
and restores the Hair. 

CutTicura Soap, an exquisite Skin Beautifier and Toilet Requi 
site, prepared from CurTicura, ts indispensable in treating Skin 
Diseases, Baby Humors, Skin Blemishes, Sun-Burn and Greasy 
Skin. 

CuticurA REMEDIES are absolutely pure, and the only infallible 
Blood Purifiers and Skin Beautifiers. 

Sold everywhere. Price—Cuticura, # cents; Soap, 25 cents ; 
Resolvent, $1. PoTrer Drvuo AND CHEMICAL Co. Boston. Mass. 


BEAMING 


FIRST CLASS 
Grand Square é& Upright 


PIANOS. 
Warerooms : 15 BE. 14th St. & 129 E. 126th St. | 


Factory, N. 








. E. corner 124th st. and Ist ave., New York. 


ABSOLUTELY 


ress. WILSON’ 


LIGHTNING SEWER 


wo thousand stitches a minute. 
aoe first-c'acs Sewing yD Rd 





world. Sentontrisnl Warrant d & years. 
aones od Illustrated Cata'o uve and Circular 
nts Wanted. THE WILSON SEW- 


B. 
Ine) Mt ACHINE CO., Chicago or New York. 














FIRE EXTINGUISHER. 
Sf, HAYWARD Coord Agent 


OOK 5 ALERT. ! THE MACIC 

£ r e a Hidden 

seautiful and ulers of 

sature, Someti SEC ons young 

man and woman wants. Wil! magni- 

fy 1000 times. This is somethiug en- 

tirely new and a Rare Bargain to 

those who wi-h to see the Beantiful in Nature R. vealed, Price 

C. 5 for $1 OO (Silver or P. O. Stamp All handsomely 

mounted in Ore de and Ivory, and sent secure from observation 

on receipt price. When not in use its object cannot be ve 

tected. With every order we will send free of c arge,a New 

Wonderful and RARE | BOOK, — — surely mpg you. (Cut 
this out «nd send with order.) ention this paper. 


STAR NOVELTY CO. GREENPOINT, XN. ¥. (Box 98) 


THE MACIC 

E mAnC REVEALS 

N ature. (For io Men Only.; 

Orede i ivory and but little larger than above 

can be worn on watch chain us a 
Sent securely sealed for 25 cents; 

ents war Please mention this paper 


ed 
Guicaco Boox Co., Box 307, Cuicaco Iu. 


PERFECTION MAGIC LANTERNS. 


Best Quality. Latest Improvements. 
Advertising Stereopticans, new and second-hand, 
A SPECIALTY, with Full Instructions. 

Their compact form and accurate work particularly 
adapt them for Public Exhibitions. 

With a FEW DOLLARS’ outlay 
may be earned. {#" VIEWS in stoc H 
Send for Catalogue. 


AGENTS «= 















charm 


for $1.00 








a comfortable living 
and a4 na r. 


AKOB BI & 
185 Fifth Avenue, 2 York. 
CAN NOW GRASP A FORTUNE. 


Outfit worth @10 free. Address 
. G. RIMEOUT & CO., 10 Barclay st., N. ¥, 












This elegant solid pie ring, mats of 

Heavy 18 K. Kolled Gold, packed in 

Velvet Casket, peg oy 5 years, 
Bf 


ost-paid, ‘or #1. oO 
E »” wii Gold. Bil. 
ott ~ with name on, 1@¢., IL 
Free. 


old 
ERBROOK, CONN 








New rule for the senate—Senators pair- | 


ing shall not throw the peelings on the floor | 


of the senate chamber.— Washington Capital. 


VERILY, wonders never cease. We have 
a poem expressly telegraphed across the 


ocean, and now we have readings by Cable.— | _ 


Boston Times. 

“Don’t,” said Tawmus, 
that away; it’s something I am very proud 
of.” *It’sonly an old tailor’s bill.” ‘* Yes, 
but it’s paid.”— Boston Post. 


A staTuE to G. Washington, the man 
who never told a lie, has been set up in Wall 
street. There isa grim sarcasm about this 
we rather admire.—Chicago News. 

A CONNECTICUT woman claims to be 117 
years old, and she probably is, for we see by 
the papers that she knows how to make old- 
fashioned pumpkin pies.—Zzchange. 





CHRISTMAS is a great institution. It 
Pp the boy live all the year on the hopes 
of getting a painted top in his stocking on 
the 25th day of December.—New Orleans 
Picayune. 

WHEN Samzon’s hair was cut short he 
was of no more account than an ordinary 


tory, Oscar Wilde is a poor 
Philadelphia Bulletin. 
AN old 


example.— 


criminal lawyer, of Cincinnati, 
says the majority of those convicted are 
innocent, while the majority of those ac- 
| quitted are guilty. Shouldn’t be surprised 
if the latter half of the statement was true.— 
Hartford Post. 

DoLLs are now made that cry and say 
papa and mama, and now all that is really 
needed to make the childless home supremely 
happy is some one to smear molasses candy 
over carpets and furniture. —Philadelphia 
Chronicle- Herald. 


THE world, taken as a whole, is short of 
newspapers. But it’s hard to obtain belief 
of this fact in the man who is vainly strug- 
gling to disentangle himself from a mob of 
newsbobys bellowing, grabbing and gestic- 
ulating at him.— Boston Post. 


“*Wuat will you think of your beautiful 
wife twenty or thirty years from now?— 
that is the question,” according to Monsig- 
ner Capel. That is not a hard question, 
Monsignor Capel. Most likely we 
think she isa much better cook than she 
was at first. —Philadelphia Call. 


‘don’t throw | 


| man, and, as a parallel case in modern his- | 


will | 


THE young man who, at the rink Satnr- | 


day evening, observed the writer and a lady 


skating together and made some remark 
about ‘‘ beauty and the beast” will hear 


something to his disadvantage if he will call 
at this office. No punishment is too severe 
for a brute who will call a lady 
Bismarck Tribune. 


‘¢ JENNIE,” said a man at a Cortland ho- 
tel, ‘what is this?” and he held up an ob- 
ject at the end of his fork. ‘* That is a 
buckwheat cake, sir.” ‘‘Oh, it is, eh. 
didn’t know but what it was a new kind of 
postage stamp, or an old-fashioned letter 
wafer. Do you use a three-cent piece for a 
griddle and bake a dozen at a time?”— 
Marathon Independent. 


Best men and ushers, heretofore presented 
with scarf pins by the bridegroom, now 
think they ought to have gold watches, 
dress suits and silk hats. They have ruined 
the business by greed. Fashion will say 
there is only one best man at a wedding, 
and that is the one the bride goes for.— 
New Orleans Picayune. 








a beast.— 








BONDS 





WITH 
FIVE DOLLARS 
YOU CAN BUY A WHOLE 
» per cent. Imp. Austrian 100f1. 


Government Bond. 
Issue of 1860. 


These bonds are guaranteed by the 
Austria, and bear interest at the 
payable semi-monthly 

They are redeemed in two 
large premiums of 

60,000, 


Imperial Government of 
rate of 5 per cent. per annum, 
drawin 


gs annually, in which 106 


10,000, 5,000, 


ete., florins are drawn 

Every Austrian 5 per cent. 100 florin bond, which does not 
draw one of the large premiums, must be redeemed with at 
least 


. . 

120 Florins, 

as there are no blanks, and every bon 1 mu 
The next drawing takes place on 


Ist of February, 1884, 


and every Bond 


st draw something, 


bought of us on or before the Ist of February, 
is entitled to the whole premium tha tmay be drawn non 
that date. Out-of-town order nt in registere and 
enclosing $5, willsecure one of these Bond 1ext 





drawing. 
For orders, circulars and any other information, a 


INTERNATIONAL BANKING CO., 
160 Fulton st., cor. Broadway, N. Y. City. 


ESTABLISHED IN 1874 


idress 


N. B.—In writing, please say that you saw this in THe JupoGr. 


WEAK AND UNDEVELOPED PARTS OF THE 


HUMAN BODY ENLARGED, DEVELOPED & STRENGTH- 





ENED,” etc., isan interesting advertisement long run in our 
paper. In reply toinquiries we will say that there is no evi 
dence of humbug about this. On the contrary, the ac oy rtisers 
are very highly endorsed. Interested persons may g sealed 
circulars giving all particul: ata by addressing ERIE SIE DICAL 
Co., P. O, Box 513, Buffalo, N. Y.—{Toledo Evening Bee, 





FOR SALE. 


ANEW SE O00 GRAND SOCARE Pi 


Purchaser can select 
very best makers. 


— 


\0. 
from stock of of the 
W.H.G. P. O. Box, 2,643. 


SALOON- MEN, STUDY YOUR INTERESTS | 


THIs machine ts en 


one 





tirely automatic, re 
quiring no attention 
when once started; 
it will force any 


number of barrels of 
beer or other liquids 
from the cellar and 
keep them pure and 
fresh, down to_ the 
last glass. Flat Beer 
s never known 
where it wg No 
live saloon in af 
ford to be witho utit 
It will pay for its 
cost ina short time. 
For descriptive cata 
logue and price, to 
any address, apply to 


“THE STANDARD PUMP MANUF'’G C0,’ 


215 Centre Street, New York. 
Agents wanted in everv town and city. Address as above for 
full particulars. Mention Tue JupGE. 


30 DAYS’ TRIAL 


IS, boves & | 


BEFORE. 
| TRO VOLTAIC BELT, and daar aaneee 
E APPLIANCES. We will send on Thirty Days’ 
Tris = TO MEN, YOUNG OR OLD. who are suffering 
f ERVOUS DeBILity, Lost Vitaniry. and those 
of a Persoxvat Nature resulting from 
and OTHER CAUSES. Speedy relief and com- 
sstoration to HEALTH, VIGOR and MANHOOD 
GUARANTEED. Send at once for Illustrated Pamphlet 

Address 















free 


VouTaic BeLt Co, MARSHALL, Mice. 








NEW YORK CITY. 

For fifteen years I was greatly 
annoyed by Catarrh. It caused 
severe pain in my head, contin 
ual dropping into my throat and 
unpleasant breath. My sense of 
smell was much impaired. By 
a thorough use for six months of 


CATARREH 


Ely’s Cream Balm I have entirely 
overcome these troubles. <. & 
Cask, St. Denis Hotel, Y. 


CREAM BALM causes no pain. 
Gives relief at once. Cleanses 
the head. Causes healthy secre- 
tions. Abates inflammation. A 
thorough treatment will cure. 
Not a liquid or snuff. Applied 
with the finger. Send for circu- 
lar. Sold by druggists. Mailed 
for Sve. ELY BROTHERS, Drug- 
gists, Oswego, N. Y. 
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S 
PUZZLED PRESIDENTIAL ASPIRANTS. 
Which road leads to the White House ? 























